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gized to his present hostess and dls
missed the theme.

When dinner was at seven, why
shouldn't people come on time? Was
there a Joke in it somewhere? A joke
on himself? Anything, just now
seemed possible. What was the use
of smoking this measly cigarette when
there was no one to see? He dropped
it into a bronzj dish, went over to the
cheval glass and surveyed himself from
head to foot. Then he turned: and,
looking over one shoulder, sought to
see how his dress coat fitted in the
back. The twisting of his body caused
a huge central wrinkle to spring out
between his shoulders, wrinkles diverg-
ing from It. Also there was a spear
of stiff red hair in the very center of
his well-brush- ed head that had escaped
from the combined lures of pomade
and water. Conover crossed to the
chiffonier, picked up one of a pair of
military brushed and attached the re-
bellious lock with vigor.

There was no water in sight. How
did these people expect a man to brush
his hair without water? No pomade'
either. Not even brilliantine. Could
it be that folk of the Standish class
did not use such acids? Or did they
keep them locked up? Caleb's eyes
swept the room and its quiet furnish-
ings appraisingly. It did not representat all his idea of luxury. Not a bow
not a tidy, not a fancy screen nor a
lambrequin in sight. Yet there was an
indefinable something about the placethat met his approval. He fell to walk-
ing back and forth, uneasily: pausing
every now and then in front of the
cheval 21e.ss.

Amzi Caine. who had come early in
the futile hopes of a word alone with
Letty before the dinner, found him
thus employed. Conover swung around
on his friend with a grunt of relief.

"Hello!" he said, his heavy voice
actually cordial, "I begun to think it
was Judgment Day an' that I was the
first one resurrected. How'd I look?
All right? Nothiri' wrong in this get-u- p

is there?"
"The glass of fashion and the mould

of form!" laughed Caine. "Behold a
phenomenon! The worker of miracles

and Steeloids designs to ask a mere
mortal's opinion!"

"All right, is it?" said Conover, re-
lieved. "Say." he went on suspicious-
ly, "You're guying me! Tell me what's
wrong. Be honest, can't you?""If you insist," replied Caine. nettled
at the domineering tone. "I can't justhint that most men don't wear dia-
mond studs with evening dres3, and
that your tie is rather too evidently a
'masterpiece not made by hands.' Oth-
erwise, you look very fit indeed."

Caleb scowled in the glass at the
flashing studs and the ready-mad- e
lawn tie. Then, brushing away the
gnat of worry, he answered, carelessly:

"I don't like to dress like everybody
else. Too much sameness for me. It's
well enough for fellers without an idee
or a scrap of originality in their heads.
I like to do a little different."

"A Beau Brummell come to Judg-
ment!" mocked Caine. "But with dia-
monds rising in price ten per cent, a
year, I hope you won't set the fashion
just yet. You'll break us. It's all very
well to dress regardless of expense
or style but "

"Let it go at that." ordered Conover
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he had perpetrated some witticism shehave seen. Taking hastym1nIaL rLview o' their talk, she de-cided he had not, and went on- -

"And her face is saintly. You know' she
I "PorhaDs it is," he acquiesced. "ButW a Dity Anjrelico and Rafael
coul,on have seen her! Then wecould have hart an i i -

angels of theirs depicteduuo sray nair parted in the mid-
dle, ani with srray switches and half-mc- h

eye-glasse-

"You have jcrown coarse from as-
sociating- with that Conover man.:
pouted Letty. "It's it's indelicate to
speak of switches. And it hurts myfeelings cruelly to have you abuse the
people I love!"

The tears, always comfortably nearthe surface, trembled in Letty's voiceand eyes. Caine. in a fever of re-
morse, begged forgiveness and tried to
put his arm about her. But she drew
away with a little hunch of theshoulders.

"You've spoiled my evening!" she
wailed. "First you introduced thatmiserable man to me and made him
frighten me, and now you make funof

Footsteps crossing the hall broughther tale of wrong to an abrupt halt.She sat up and furtively mopped her
eyes. Tears were so common and ao
easy a relief to. her that normally the?leit scant mark of their presence. Cainerose and faced the door: the distressedlover merging as by magic into the
bored, suave man of the world.

Reuben Standish's widowed sister-in-la- w

glided into the room, diffusing anaura of mild beneficence that struckCaine's nerves to the raw. Her near-
sighted eyes turned as in lofty bene-
diction upon the lovers; her thick
glasses diffusing and magnifying the
glance until it seemed to embrace all
the visible world.

Mr. Standish, on the death of her
husband, came to keep house for her
widower-brother-in-la- She had
brought with her her orphaned grand
nephew. Clive. (only son of Letty'Belder brother, long dead), whose up-
bringing was at once her chief visible
claim to sanctity and her scripturalthorn in the flesh.

"Clive has been so bad again this
eveninsr!" she said with a sigh, after a
distant greeting to Caine, "I suppose
these crosses are sent to us. But some
times I am nearly tempted to wonder
why. I actually caught him tackingnis grandfather s slippers to the floor,
where I had left them, in front of the
chiffonier. In Mr. Standish's room.
locked him in the nursery for an hour
while I prayed to see my duty clear.
And when I went to him. strengthenedand inspired to make him see his
fault, what do you think I found him
doing? The hardened boy was actual
ly drawing caricature, depicting his
grandfather trying to walk in the
tacked-dow- n slippers. He had not even
the grace to hide it when he saw me
cominsr. There was nothing left for me
to do but to whip' him. So I have sent
him out to cut a small stick.

"Poor little chap!" muttertd Caine
stifling a smile. He was found of the
boy. who in turn idolized him

"Perhaps." went on Amzi. aloud. "If
Instead of whipping him, you could let
me taJk to him and explain"Aunt Lydia:" piped a voice from
the doorway. A little Eton-suite- d boy
with a mop of yellow hair and sorrow
ful dark eyes, hesitated on the thres
hold.

"Oh, here you are," added the child.
coming into the room and walking
straight up to Mrs. standish. "I "

"Where is the stick?" asked Neme
sis, hor glasses reflecting less sanctitythan was their custom, as they soughta glimpse of the hands Clive held
clasped behind him.

"Im sorry." replied the boy, apolo
getically. "It was so dark I couldn't
find a stick. "But," with a propitiatory
smile, as he brought his hands for-
ward. "Here ar two stones you can
throw at me. instead. If you like."

Caine's laughter exploded: breaking
In with scandalous intrusion, upon the
penitential scene.

"Mr. Caine," said Mrs. Standish. her
coldly righteous rebuke rising above
ietty s milder reproval, l think, per-
haps, for discipline's sake, it might be
well for you to end your call before
you do anything more to make this
wicked boy regard his fault as a mat-
ter for levity."Caine glanced in humorous appeal to
ward Letty. But his fiancee, as usual
in matters of family crisis, only stared
back in piteous fear.

"Mr. Caine," called Clive. as the
visitor completed somewhat frigidadieux and moved toward the door. "I
am very sorry I got you Into trouble.
I'm afraid Aunt Lydia don't quite un-
derstand us men."

CHAPTER XII.
Into An Unknown Land.

The red-hair- ed man was fighting.
He had always been fighting. But
ht he must wield weapons where-

of he had no experience: unskilled,
must meet dtft opponents on their own
ground. The thought thrilled him,
with the joy of the born fighter.

The hour for the Standish dinner was
seven; that the meal might be well
over before the muslcale guests should
begin to arrive. Caleb rang the Stand-
ish bell at twenty minutes before sev-
en. Tne manservant who admitted
him managed to convey from behind
totally mask-lik- e face that there was
something amiss with the arrival.
Glancing into the drawing room as he
followed a maid to the men's dressingroom upstairs. Caleb saw it quite de-
void of guests. In fact, a servant was
lighting the lamps there. The dress-
ing room. too. was deserted.

Conover was vaguely puzzled. Sure-
ly the invitation had fixed the hour for
seven? And he was nearly twenty
minutes ahead of time. At functions
such as he was wont to attend, people
always began to drop in nearly half
an hour before hand. So fearful had
he been ht of breaking some un-
known social rule, that he had allowed
a full twenty minutes leeway. Yet he
was very palpably the first to arrive.
This perplexed and shamed him. It
even shook his iron He
caught himself hoping that none of th6
Standishes knew he was there. The
mm who had with cool derision, faced
hostile legislatures, investigation com-
mittees and actually physical danger,
felt his nerve turning into nerves.

A tray of cigarettes lay on the chif-
fonier. Caleb had never smoked a
cigarette. He wondered if etiquettecommanded that he should do so now.
He weighed the matter judicially as
he took off his coat and gloves; then
decided that the cigarettes had indis-puted- lv

been put there to be smoked.
Gingerly, he lighted one. The aromatic
mild flavor of the smoke disgusted him.
He had always despised men who
chose cigarettes in preference to cigarsXow he regarded such smokers as
idiotic rather than decadent. Yet he
puffed dutifully at the abhorred paper
cube and pondered on the probability
of his being called upon to repeat the
performance, later, in the dining room
He had heard of people smoking cigarettes with dinner. Or. rather, hadn't
he seen pictures of such a scene? Yes
Surely. A picture on a calendar in
the general passenger agent's office.
But the smokers. In the picture, were

And one of them had her feet
m mm ble. Caleb mentally apolo- -

(Contlnued.1
She ended with a nervous laugh, and

looked up at Caine with a pretty, help-
less air of seeking protection. Amzi
always found this appealing attitude
irresistible. If social longings were
Conover's "feet of clay," Letty Stand-
ish served as a similar pedal handicap
for Caine. He wished young Hawarden
had not thrust himself upon the tete-a-te- te

of their homeward walk. He
wanted, lovorlike. to reassure Letty
with unspeakable doughty promises of
safeguard from peril: to see her soft
round eyes raised to his in the admira-
tion such protestations are wont to ex-

cite between very young or very old
lovers. But Jack was doggedly tread-
ing along beside them in all the charm-
ing Ignorance of his age and tempera-
ment. The boy's sulks were even now
dissolving and he joined again in the
talk; still harping on his hero. t"I never met Conover till this morn-
ing." he said. "I wiBh now I'd known
him better. It's queer I never met him
at Miss Shevlin's. She's hi3 ward, you
know."

Letty. to whom he spoke, answered
with a tinge of the latent sub-aci- d in
her gentle voice:

"I didn't know. But I've noticed
things about Miss Shevlin that made It
seem quite likely."

"Miss Shevlln." said the bay. hotly,
"is the prettiest, brightest, best-bre- d

girl I ever knew. If you mean she
Is""I dare say." answered Letty with
elaborate carelessness. "But I never
noticed her especially."

"I don't see." persisted Jack, "how
you could have helped it. She's the
sort of girl everyone notices. There's
something a'oat her "

"Why. what a zealous champion she
has!" exclaimed Letty. playfully, her
laughter ringing thin. "I congratulate
hsr."

"You needn't." retorted Jack. "And
I'm afraid you'll never even have a
chance to congratulate me. I "

"By the way. Hawarden." interposed
Caine. lazily pouring oil on the churn-
ed waters, according to his wont. "I
read your Scribner's story to-da- y. I
can congratulate you on that, at any
rate, can't I? It was decidedly good.
I wondered at your knowledge of hu-
man nature."

Hawarden's chest swelled. At twenty-t-

wo. who does not know human
nature as never can It be known in
later years? And who does not re-

joice at recognition of that vast knowl-
edge?"I've had some experience with life,
in my time." said Jack, darkly. "And
I paint my fellow-ma- n as I see him.
Not as he ought to be. But as he is.
If I seem merciless in my character
drawing "

"You do indeed!" began Caine. But
a fit of very well executed coughing
cut short his righteous praise. Jack,
disappointed, sought to lead the talk
back to the former happy theme.

"I'm writing a story now." he said,
"that is bigger in every way than any-
thing I've done before. But I Can't
decide yet, even in my own mind
whether it is very good or very bad.
It is one or the other. I know that."

"If it's enough of either." replied
Caine. "it is certain to make a popular
hit."

"I've 'made De Miss Shevlin my
heroine" pursued Hawarden. scornfully
disregarding Caine's untimely flap-panc- y.

"But it's heard to put a girl
likSi her on paper the way one sees
her in one's mind. I wrote a poem
about her once. Harper's Magazine ac-

cepted it."
He paused. Then, ridden by the

demon of truth, added with reluctance.
"They published It in fine print over
toward the end. But." more buoyant-
ly, "I saw it copied afterward In no
less than two papers."

"Why don't you put Mr. Conover
into a story, too?" suggested Letty,
unwilling not to seem quite at home
in so profound a literary discussion
"Wouldn't he make a good character?
He's so '

"I'm afraid not." decided the boy.
Judicially weighing his verdict. "He's
more of a man than anyone else in all
my experience. But he wouldn't quite
fit into a story. I'm afraid. You see
he lacks romance, for one thing. One
could hardly fancy Caleb Conover in
love. And then unless you count this
evening's affaii I doubt if he was ever
in an adventure of any sort in his life.
His character, from a literary view
point, doesn't lend Itself to action or
analysis. In'making the study of hu-
man nature my hobby. I have "

"I see!" broke in Letty. almost
sharply. "You are quite right. He
would be impossible in a story and
everywhere else."'

"I hardly think so." demurred Caine.
"Not Impossible. Improbable, at worst.
I am afraid a great many people in
Granite will find that out before he Is
through."

They had reached the Standish home.
Hawarden bade them good-nig- ht at the
door; declining jetty's perfunctory in-

vitation to come in. The evening was
still young. But the lack of cordiality
in Letty's voice grated on his armor
of youth. He reflected somewhat be-
latedly that she and Caine were en-

gaged and that it was possible they
might find themes even more alluring
than literature to talk over, together
So. unwilling, he left them.

Caine and Letty strolled slowly up
the walk. The night was cool, for June.
So. ignoring the lounging chairs on the
veranda, they passed into the house.

"This is one of the last evenings we
can sit Indoors." commented Letty."It's hard to realize that summer is so
near. I suppose this week will wind
up the season. Everywhere else ex-
cept in ed Granite, it must
have ended weeks ago."

"Yes. We're ed here in
Granite." said Caine. seating himself
on the arm of the chair into which
she had thrown herself. "I think some-
body once left an 1860 calendar in this
town, and we've all been living by It
ever since. We're like the scaly, finny
Oldest Inhabitants in the poem, who
dreamed away their lives in the coral
grove.whlle a seven stanza storrn roar-
ed across theocean overhead. When
the storm of progress cuts a little be-
low the surface we Granite folks blink
upward from our dreams in pained dis-
approval. I think that's why we look
askance at Conover. He represents '

"Oh. am I to have that dreadful
creature's name forever dinned into my
ears?" complained Letty. "Isn't it
enough that Father makes us ask him
here to dinner. Friday: without your
talking forever about him in the little
while people leave us alone together.In another minute Aunt Lydia will be
pottering In to play propriety. And
then "

"And then. "Fly from the Aunt, thou
3luggard!" shall be my motto." finish-
ed Caine. "I wish her virtues didn't
oppress me so. I wouldn't object to
her so much, if someone whose voca-
bulary was as limited as his knowledge
of heaven's personnel hadn't once de-

scribed her looks as 'SalsTtly.' She has
been trying so hard to live uo to the
picture, ever since, that it's a bit wear-
ing on poor sinners like me."

"It's wicked to be so secreligious."
returned Letty. primly. "And I don't
like to have you speak so of my fam-
ily. After all. she is my aunt."

"Pon't think for a moment I'm blam-
ing you for that, sweetheart." he pro-
tested with an "earnestness that left
Lett as usual in doubt whether or not
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sullenly. "There's something else
wanted to ask you about, first time I
saw you alone. You told me one daythat Desiree Shevlin could take any
place she wanted, in s'ciety here, if
only she married the right sort of
man. Remember?"

"Why, yes. But "
"Well, would it work both ways?

mean, if I was to marry a girl who
had a big social position in Granite
would it help me on. any?"I should think so," hesitated Caine
overcoming a desire to laugh at the
unique Idea. "Why? Are you think
ing of it?"

"Not exactly thinkin of it. but turn-i- n'

it over in my mind. If I was
thinkin' about it I'd do it. That's my
way."

"Who is the lucky damsel?" banter-
ed Caine. "Or haven't you selected her
yet?"

"I've about picked her out," said
Caleb slowly. "Just now she's keepin
comp'ny with another man.

"Of course you won't let that stand
in your way for an instant?

"No," returned Caleb, on whom irony
of any sort was ever lost. "Of course
not. I have a way of gettin' what
want. I only wish." he continued with
a" half sigh of weariness, "that I could
always keep on waitin what I get."

Clive Standish ran into the room
From one of the servants he had heard
of Caine's arrival.

"What fun to find you before you
go down!" he cried. I was afraid you
wouldn't see me ht and I knew
you'J be disappointed. Aunt Lydia
won't let me sit up for the musicale
because I was bad last evening. And
she's made me learn a hymn called
T Know That God is Wroth With Me!
besides. The hymn Is signed 'I. Watts.
I think I. Watts must have been a
very sorrowful person. I wonder if
God really disliked him as much as I
Watts pretended. He"The child checked himself, catching
sight of Caleb. I beg your pardon,
he said. "I didn't see there was any
one here besides Mr. Caine. Mr.
Caine." he explained, condescendingly
"i3 a friend of mine."

"Go on with your gabfest together.
then." vouchsafed Caleb, with an effort
at unbending. "Don't mind me."

The boy's brows contracted at sound
of the false note in Caleb's voice. He
looked at the Fighter long and with
frank criticism. Caleb bore the scrun-it- y

with- visible discomfort. He was
not fond of children and did not under-
stand them. Having had no childhood
himself he could nowhere meet them
on equal terms. Yet. as this slender,
Eton-suite- d youngster was apparentlya relative of Letty's and a member of
the same household, he sought to im
prove the acquaintance.

"I knew a little rat about your aire."
he began, with elephantine geniality
his name's Billy Shevlin. Smart boy
too. Sharp as a whip. Ever meet
him?"

"No. sir," replied Clive, "I think
not."

(To be Continued.
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